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the help of the admiral and of other Norwegian friends I
was able to arrange for instantaneous reports in the event
of Amundsen's landing.
We had espot protection' men in five different places in
Spitzbergen, all instructed to 'flash' the news of any landing
in their particular area direct to our London office, and,
as a backstop, to me in Oslo. All five were managers of coal-
mines, and each had his own little radio-transmitter, which
fell in splendidly with my plans. Then, when all our organiza-
tion was complete down to the last detail, it was announced
that Amundsen's flight had been cancelled.
From Oslo my way took me to Stockholm, where, among
other festivities, I attended a tea-party in the Royal Palace,
. The American Charge d'Affaires introduced us, as members
of the U.S. Press Delegation, to King Gustav V. The king
applied himself to the task of shaking hands with three
hundred uninteresting people and exchanging a few words
with each of them, with the same courage to which his
ancestor, Charles John Bernadotte, once owed the rank of
Marshal in Napoleon's army. When my turn came, he shook
my hand with the question, 'And where have you come
from?' The conversation was brought to its close by my
reply of sparkling brilliance, 'From New York, Sire', a
remark which may go down in history side by side with such
expressions as 'You too, Brutus?' or 'England expects every
man to do his duty*.
Then the harassed monarch turned to greet the next
mediocrity.
When I reached Berlin, I was at last able to keep my
promise about the Red Indian doll.
Before I went to America, I had visited my dear friend,
the Austrian etcher, E. M. Lilien, with whom I had spent
many very pleasant hours in Aleppo in years gone by, and
I had promised his little daughter most faithfully that I
would bring her back a Red Indian doll. I only remembered
it by the skin of my teeth. The 'babies' with whom I had to